SPANISH DANCERS

gourmet like yourself. There is a big difference
between the agreeable quality of this average
and the artistic performance which can satisfy
our demands for concentrated gestures such as
we wish to see. The Oteros are as rare here as the
Duses are in Italy. I do not even know whether
they are made into dancers here, though it is
certain that this is their birthplace. The precise
opposite from what applies to champagne bottled
in Germany is true of them. The individual
quality of a Tortajada or an Otero develops
probably only on the stages of the European
capitals. There are no doubt several Oteros in
Spain, but they are descendents of our, not of
Spanish beauty, to which I know you too have
been faithful through the course of years. In
other words, they are insignificant, provincial
imitations. Everything which until now we have
seen in Spain of this kind has been provincial.

Here, where I think of you often, because there
is hardly a place where I could enjoy better
thinking of you, I am on the point of being per-
suaded of a different conclusion. Here, a fairy
tale of a measure of perfection is realized which
those of us who travel so intensively find it difficult
to believe in. That this experience should fall
to our lot precisely in Granada contributes not a
little to strengthen my assumption that here is
the paradise of Spain. Among the gipsies of
Granada the genius for the dance runs riot, not
talent, but genius; I know that this statement
will strike you as just as improbable as if I told
you that the Alhambra was surrounded by a
valley of gold and jewels. But, since you have,
from time to time, given me proofs of your con-
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